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Melting 


Author's Notes: 
| own nothing here! Not the band, nor their music, nor the people in said band! | am broke, please don't sue. 


These probably are corny and crappy, but | suppose they could have turned out worse. | gave it a go. 
Hopefully you won't choke on the fluff, cause | don't know the Heimlich! Uh.. good luck! (BTW sorry for the 
length of some of these! | ramble on [Led Zep pun.]) 


Crap, | just realized how whiny this one is. Oh dear. | apologize. | may go back and fix that. 


It was raining. Our crappy apartment was quiet, except for the occasional hum of the pipes. Izzy and Slash 
were off hanging with their druggie friends at some dive bar, the ones you turned your nose at as you walked 
by, but couldn't help but wonder how strong their liquor was anyway? Duff was probably there too, drinking 
his pure Russian vodka, the kind that burned your throat on the way down, then smoldered as it settled in 
your stomach, eying the beautiful black-haired Asian doll that was chatting with some girlfriends in a dark 
corner. God knew where Steven was. And | was just sitting on our ratty old Brady Bunch couch underneath the 
only lamp we had, pen and paper in hand, ready to spill my heart and soul onto the page. Or, at least, spit out 


some of my fucking frustrations, since there was no one here | could vent to, as usual. 


My pen tapped the page rhythmically, but the only words written there were "Talk to".. talk to what? Yeah, | 
wish | had someone to talk to, to bounce ideas off of. Sometimes, when the guys weren't strung out or passed 
out in the shower, they were really good company.. | knew | could count on them for anything.. Even Steven, 
who was a complete and total goddamn idiot. | just wanted noise, the company of another human being. It was 
way too quiet. Seriously. Even the neighbors were quiet. My breathing seemed to echo in the thick silence; it's 
consistency was starting to piss me off. God, listen to me.. The sound of my breathing should be a sound | was 
glad to hear.. Others weren't so lucky.. Fuck me. 


| sighed in frustration, staring at the paper, pen still in hand, hoping that maybe the paper would reveal secret 
words to me or something. Ha. | wish. If | had some strong pot lying around and got that high, maybe. 


With no warning whatsoever, the front door banged open, sounding like a gunshot! | jumped five feet in the air, 
and my heart shot into my throat, pounding erratically. What the actual fuck?! In danced Steven like a 
schoolgirl on crack, obviously higher than a damn jet plane, eyes closed, singing some Frankie Valli song, his 
usually bouncy blonde curls slightly weighed down with water. His shiny leather jacket, the one with the broken 
metal zipper, was sparkling in the dim light, dotted with thick raindrops from outside; over my pounding 
heartbeat, | could hear the clatter of the raindrops hitting the asphalt and cars. Damn, that rain was loud.. 


Steven was so gone he didn't even see me sitting in the living room, right in his sight. He spun around, like 
some weird-ass ballerina and flung off his leather jacket. The fucking thing hit me right in the face, the broken 
zipper scratching my hand. It stung and burned. 


"Ow! Steven, you ignorant dumbass!" | yelled, slamming his jacket onto the floor at his feet. He stopped spinning 
around, obviously stunned out of his fantasy. He stared at me, wide-eyed, evidently shocked to see me sitting 
here so quietly. | looked at his bright blue eyes closely; he wasn't as high as he seemed, he actually looked 
pretty coherent. Just mildly inebriated. And stupid. 


‘Oh my gosh! Axl, I'm really sorry! | didn't know you were there; | thought everyone was gone!" Steven cried, 
still-wide-eyed. He ran over to here | was sitting and knelt down. "Did | hurt you?" 


"Yes, idiot! Just-go away, ok? And take your piece of shit jacket with youl" | snapped, looking at my hand. The 
two-inch long white line across it started to go red as small droplets of blood bubbled to the surface. | wanted 
him out of my face, and | wanted him out of my face now. Fuck.. | think | liked it better when it was quiet.. 


Steven stared at my cut. 


"Oh, you're bleeding! My jacket must have cut you! Hang on, let me help you." Steven put down his keys and 
jogged into the kitchen, out of sight. | rolled my eyes. Didn't the dumb blonde ever take a hint? Duff is blonde 
too, but he isn't a complete airhead. | can take care of myself. | stared at the cut. It didn't look too bad. | licked 
it. Owllll It stung like a bitch! Damn, that hurtsll 


Steven came running back into the living room, as | licked my cut "clean". He had paper towels and a bottle of 


something in his hand. | didn't want to know what was in it. 


"No! Axl, don't lick it, thats gross! You're going to get it infected. Here, I'll clean it for you." He knelt down on 
the floor in front of me God, he was like a pushy car salesman! What part of "go away" didn't this kid get? | 


shoved him away, knocking him back onto his leather-clad ass on the floor. 


"Steven, | don't need your help! Why can't you just leave me alone? Jesus Christ." | huffed, trying to get back 


to song writing and ignore the burning in my hand. The cut was bright red now. 


Suddenly, something forceful jerked me forward so hard that | almost slid off the damn couch! A warm vice 
had my wrist in a tight grip. It hurt if | tried to struggle. | opened my eyes, colors flying in front of my eyes, 
ready to run and drag my captor with me-- 


It was Steven. Steven had his hand clamped over my wrist so tightly that | could feel my own pulse throbbing 
against itself. The look in his eyes was firm, but the rest of his face was softer..more gentle. | couldn't 
describe it. He almost looked like he cared. Ha. Who was | kidding. Steven knew | fucking hated his guts. Why the 
hell would he do anything to help me? Why should he? | stared hard into him. Whatever game this was, | 
wasn't buying into it. Nice try. 


"Will you just hold still for two seconds? | want to take care if your cut. It's my responsibility, I'm the one who 
cut you. | should take care of it, its the least | can do, right?" His voice was soft, almost motherly. This was 
not the Steven | knew. | stopped struggling. Something about it just.eased my shoulders, hell, my whole body. 
What the hell? This was new to me.. But his hand was still tight on my wrist. | swallowed hard. He looked at me 
closely. | nodded slowly, my gaze darting down to look at his rain-dotted leather shins. His grip softened. He 
smiled, but not his "happy, dumb dog smile" he usually wore; this one was warm and tender. | could almost 


drink in the gentleness that surrounded him. It was infectious. l.l think | liked it.. 


"Oh good." He sighed, still smiling softly. "You know.. | was afraid" He poured whatever was in that bottle onto a 
paper towel and made sure it was moist. "I was afraid you were going to hit me or something.” He laughed, 
but | could still hear the nervousness in his voice, like he was still thinking about it, fearing it at the back of 
his mind. My stomach sunk. | felt awful now.. | didn't want him to be afraid of me.. That was a terrible feeling. 


| didn't want to drive another person | cared about away.. 


"l-Im not going to hit you," | mumbled at the carpet guiltily. | was glad my hair partially hid my face, because 
| am pretty sure my guilt was creeping up my face like an ugly rash. | could feel his eyes on me though. 


‘lm glad." | heard him say above me. The tone in his voice seemed to relax a little. "Now my heart can stop 
pounding." He took my hand in his, ready to treat it, or whatever he was planning on doing. Now | felt even 
worse. | must really terrify him. That's not what | wanted, damn it. | don't want my own best friends and 
fucking bandmates to be fucking scared of me.. 


"But | feel better now that you said that, Axl." He added, some of his customary brightness returning to his 
voice. "See?" He took my cut hand, the one he was still holding, and placed it right on his chest. | felt the 


breath stop in mine. | could feel the hard thumping of his heart against my palm. But with each beat, it 
seemed to be slowing down a little. And wow, it just got hot in our apartment. | felt like | couldn't breathe, and 
it was hard to swallow. He looked at me, still smiling gently. | found it hard to look at him. But slowly, he led my 
hand away and picked up the wet paper towel. | stared down at my injured hand. It was dripping a little now. 


"Ok, I'm not gonna lie, this is going to sting a little, but only ‘cause its cleaning everything out. K?" said Steven, 
a little more sunshine in his voice. But the tenderness, the care, was still in there. | bit my lip. Wait, how much 
was this going to--? "Ok, 1,2,3!" 


Before | had time to object, he pressed the wet paper towel to my cut. And, holy hell, it burned! Like, pouring 
acid into the wound! Oh my God, | thought it was eating my skin away, burning in my blood! | squeezed my 


eyes shut and moaned. 
But somewhere in there, | felt a warm, firm hand squeeze my right arm. His hand. 


"Ah ah! Jesus, Steven, that hurts! What the hell did you use, anyway?" | gasped when he took the towel away. 
"Damn. felt like fire." 


Saltwater!" Steven answered happily, producing the bottle for evidence. It was a clear glass bottle full of a 
pale, pale green liquid, it was almost clear. | gaped at him. | couldn't believe what | had just heard. Was he 


fucking kidding? 


‘Saltwater?! You have got to be kidding! That's all it was?" | yelled at him, my eyes wide, my hands trembling a 
little. All that pain and suffering.. for seawater?! 


"Sure! Salt water makes a great antiseptic, and it's free!" He said proudly. "I just walked down to the beach one 
day and accidentally cut my foot on a shell. Then it occurred to me that we didn't have anything to clean out 
cuts and sores at the apartment, and we couldn't go out and buy Neosporin or anything, so | got a bottle and 
just scooped up some seawater and brought it back. | think that was a couple months ago." He looked 
thoughtful, like he was trying to remember when exactly he had collected it. | stared. | was numb. | had just 
embarrassed myself—for nothing. | felt like the world's biggest sissy. | could almost see my face turning pink. 


He noticed. 


"Hey, what's wrong, Axl? Your face is all red. It kinda matches your hair." Steven giggled a little. Great, the old 
Steven is back: the dumb one, the one that talks too much. "Oh! | should at least cover your cut!" 


"We don't have any Band-Aids, dude. We can't afford a gallon of milk, let alone Band-Aids." | sighed huffily, 
sitting back against the couch and eying my cut. It did look a bit better. It certainly wasn't as red. Huh. Go 
figure. Maybe that crazy saltwater trick really did work. 


But when | looked up, | realized Steven was gone. Huh. Maybe he took off to his room, or went to piss. Wait, 


why was | concerned? | mean, don't get me wrong, | was grateful that he cared enough to treat my cut, but- 


| settled into the back of the couch further. He had been afraid of me.. Afraid that | would hit him for trying 
to help.. My stomach still squirmed with the thought of Steven harboring a deep fear of me and my anger. 
Fuck my frozen heart. No one wanted to come near me, an emotionless, soul-sucking.. It made me feel so sick 
And then he put my hand on his chest, and he looked like he felt better-like | was somehow making him feel 
better by doing something as simple as that. And it made me feel better-- 


Whoa, whoa, whoa. Stop right there, Axl Rose. What in the fuck am | thinking? That touch didn't make me feel 
better, it just made me feel weird. That's all. | don't usually--Touch my bandmates like that, that's all. | mean, 
the most contact I've ever had with one of them is a hug. But it wasn't all super touchy-feely shit. That, what 
he just did, that was intimate. To share your heartbeat, the rhythm of your life, with someone else, that's- 
that's intimate shit. Only couples do that kinda thing. Not-well-us. Whatever we are. Bandmates, roommates, 
friends. Sure. Whatever. 


Fuck, now my heart was pounding. God damn it.. | need to stop thinking so much. 
"Axl?" 


It was Steven. He was standing back over me, looking concerned. He had a bundle of some kind of cloth in his 


hands. | jerked up to look at him, his face dimly lit in the lamplight. 


"You ok, Ax? Your face is still red. Are you sick or something? Do you have a fever?" He knelt down again and 


tried to feel my forehead. | dodged his reach, realizing that my breathing was a little shallow. 


"No. I'm fine. I'm not sick"! said curtly, getting up off of the dirty carpet and sitting back on the couch, as if | 
was trying to prove a point. He sat next to me, still looking at me. | could feel my flushed face growing redder. 
Thank God there was only so much light in here, or I'd be glowing. I'm surprised he can't feel the heat radiating 
off of me. When | finally looked back at him, he was unfolding his little bundle of cloth. It turned out to be a 
KISS T-Shirt, one of his. | wondered what he was doing with it out here. Admiring it? Then he ripped it right 
down the middle. | gasped. 


"Steven! What the hell did you do that for?" | stared. He didn't seem bothered at all. He then tore off a small 
scrap of the fabric with his teeth. 


"Here. Give me your hand." | did He turned it over, palm up, and tied the fabric around the cut gently. | stil 
winced; ok, so maybe it did still hurt a little. | guess nothing's perfect. He tied it securely, but comfortably. 


"There. That should help keep the bacteria out of it for a while." Steven said, surveying his work, as if he 
hadn't just ripped up a T-shirt emblazoned with his favorite band and used it as a bandage for someone who 
scared him. | gaped. 


"Why did you do that? You love KISS. God, if you had the chance, I'd bet you'd suck Gene Simmons off better 
than any of his bitches could" Wait, what the fuck did | just say? He laughed; a real, honest, genuine laugh, 


because he thought it was funny, and there was no fear in his voice at all anymore. 


"Ha hal You say some funny shit sometimes, Axl! Oh, my ribs!" Steven doubled over, clutching them and 
laughing. "Don't worry, its ok. | have plenty of them, a whole closet fulll | have a vintage KISS shirt, a KISS 
Alive! shirt, a KISS Alive! Il shirt, a KISS Dynasty shirt, a--" 


"Ok, ok, God, Steven, | get it. You fucking love KISS." | said. He fell silent, and his smile fell with it. | felt bad. | 
didn't like seeing him look like that. Like the sunshine had all been sucked out of him. | swallowed the lump in my 
throat-how did that get there?--and turned my hand over, looking at it. 


"Thanks, Steven. You-you did a really nice job patching me up." | said, looking back up at him and smiling 
sincerely. | wanted him to know that | appreciated what he'd done. He deserved to hear it from me. Right? 
Instantly, as if someone had switched on a light behind his face, he brightened up. 


"You really think so? Thanks, Ax." Steven beamed. He sighed and leaned back on the couch next to me. Then he 


made a noise of surprise. | stared, raising my eyebrows. 


"Oh, what the--?" He reached behind him and pulled out my forgotten pen and paper pad. He stared at them, 
curious. "Oh! Writing a song?" He asked. 


"Uh, yeah. But, | may just call it a night. I'm tired, and | can't think of anything else to write." | yawned, trying 


to cover my mouth with my hand. 


"But you've only got two words here. "Talk to".. talk to who?" Steven asked, his blue eyes glimmering with gold 
from the lamp. | sighed heavily. 


"| don't know. That's why | want to call it a night and try again tomorrow. Duh." | settled back into the couch, 
resting my head back against the cushion and closing my eyes, just for a moment. The stress was flowing 


through my veins. So many damn questions... 


"Hmmm. well, you could always talk to me about it? I'm no good at song writing, but | can try?" Steven said. | 
could feel his eyes on me even when | couldn't see them. Talk to me.. talk to me.. | kept thinking. Huh. What 
about--? 


"Talk to me softly, there's something in your eyes. Don't hang your head in sorrow, and please don't cry." | 
said aloud, half-singing, my eyes still closed. Silence. The words hung in the air. Special. 


"Wow.. | like that, Axl. I'll write it so you don't forget!" And he did. "You're a good writer. | always like hearing 
what you come up with." | blushed a little. Wow, where was this bubbly little-girl sweetness coming from? Did 


he want to borrow money for crack or something? Steven sighed and stretched. "Where's everyone else?" 


"Out for the night. Getting drunk and high. Weren't you with them?" | asked him, dead serious. | wasn't trying 
to be a dick, but maybe | just came off that way. | dunno. 


"Nope! | was hanging with Mae. We were listening to The Four Seasons! She knows | love them. " Steven grinned 
and Axl could see the stars in his eyes. But they were starting to fade now, and quickly. "But, it's so quiet 


here. Aren't you lonely at all?" 


| started. Wh-what? Was he seriously asking me if | was lonely? What? Did that just come out of his mouth? 
My frozen heart was pounding again. Goddamn, at this rate the shock was going to send me into cardiac 
arrest. It was like the air had been pressed out of me. Lonely? Was |? Well, not so much now that he was 


here, | guess, but-- No, no, stop! Stop thinking these thoughts! Stop feeling like this! Stop, stop, just stop--! 


"Axl? Are you ok?" Steven cried out urgently. | jolted out of my head and back to where | was: in our shitty 
apartment, on our shitty couch. My breathing was shallow, as if my lungs couldn't take in the air in the room, 
and my ribs hurt. | had my hand on my chest, over my frantically racing heart, and he must've noticed. | felt 
sick and breathless. Swallowing heavily, | close my eyes and bow my head, trying to clear my head and bring 


my breathing and pulse back under control-- 


Something soft and warm slammed into me, sending me onto my back, and my head onto the armrest. The 
same something held me tight. But it was.. lovely.. God, | must be dying to think of these sappy things. What 
the hell? | looked down, gasping for air. 


Steven was hugging me tightly. No, not hugging. Hugging is-it's less intimate than this. It's shorter, not as 
meaningful. No, this wasn’t a hug.. He was holding me. Holding me delicately, tenderly, like he were holding a 
two-month-old instead of a 24-year-old. His arms were wrapped softly around my waist, and he was lying 
almost on top of me. The sound of the rain hitting the roof was the clatter of nails on tile. Steven's head was 
resting on my chest, buried beneath his blonde curls. My mind went blank. My mouth was dry. | couldn't move 
a muscle. Not a one. But-! could breathe again And | did. | took a deep breath, let the air fill my lungs and 
breathed it out. Warmth spread from my chest, where Steven's head was, to flood the rest of my body, like 
I'd sunk into a hot bath. And every stressor, every tension, every tightness | was feeling suddenly melted 


away. | could feel myself relaxing at his touch. What was this? What was happening to me? | was..calm.. How- 
-? 


"You-you looked like you needed a hug" Steven mumbled softly into my shirt, squeezing me briefly. His voice 
quivered. "You-you got really pale and your breathing was shaky, and you grabbed your chest-| thought you 


were gonna faint, or have a panic attack. | didn't want to see you like that, Axl.. | was so scared." 


Something wet and warm dropped onto my shirt. Then another. It took me a moment. A painful moment that 
gripped my insides painfully, and made my eyes water. | imagined him.. His peachy face, usually smiling and 
bright with sunshine, now red as tears streamed from his eyes, the shining sun inside of him burned out. No.. 


And | couldn't help it. | closed my eyes. The tears fell down my cheeks. | didn't want to know that he was 
hurting, | didn't want to feel him hurt against me. | wanted that gorgeous sun inside of him to stay bright and 
beautiful. Oh God! Damn it! | needed him to be happy! Slowly, shakily, | wrapped my arms around his shoulders 
and squeezed him into my chest. | remembered the feel of his heart earlier: the strong, rhythmic beating 


against my hand, beneath his warm hand.. how he looked comforted by it.. and how grounded | felt there, like | 


was drawn to it.. | closed my eyes, and squeezed him again tenderly. 


"| don't want you to cry, Steven. Please don't cry. Understand? You're like sunshine coming through the clouds 
when it's done raining. You have this beautiful, warm sun inside of you, and | don't want it to burn out! |-| need 


youl" | cried, tears still falling down my face into my hair. "Please don't cry anymore." 


Steven sniffed, and picked his head up to look at me, tear-stained and red. He gave me a watery smile, but | 
could see it-the sunlight shining from inside of him again. It was back. | can't believe | didn't notice it before. | 
was the fucking idiot, not him. I'd always been one. His heart was a glowing ball of warm light. Mine was a block 
of cold ice. No one could get close to me.. they'd freeze.. | didn't want to see him turn into mel didn't want to 


see him freeze.. No one deserved that. 


"O-ok, Axl. | won't cry. I'm sorry." Steven dabbed at his eyes, his jaw resting on my breastbone. God, he was 


really warm.. l'm a fucking idiot.. 


"No! Don't say sorry! m-l was an idiot.. l'm sorry. | just-l-l like it when you smile, because-you look like 
you're glowing--" | choked, tears falling like the rain outside now. | couldn't stop. Fuck me for turning into some 


whiny litte girl who fell down in the playground--! What am | doing? What am | saying? 


"| like it when you smile too, Axl. Your smile is so incredible, and full of fire." Steven said, face dry again. "Like 
fire within. Green fire to match your eyes." | hiccupped, halfway between laughing and crying. It hurt my 
diaphragm and Steven laughed because he felt it. 


"My heart is a block of ice.its cold.! don't have any warmth. I'm cold and empty." | tried to stop crying, but 
the dam had already broken Fuck. But | need him, Goddammit! 


A kiss. his mouth on mine, his tongue caressing the inside of mouth, brushing against my teeth, dancing with 
my own tongue. His hand on the back of head, gently petting my long hair with his soft hand. And warmth just 
erupted in my chest, spreading through my body; | thought for sure it would shine through my eyes like 
headlights. His breath was warm and inviting, and he barely drew it with practiced lips. My hands were 
touching his shoulders and face, feeling the velvet skin | had missed. This was wrong, so wrong..but | wanted it 


so badly.. 
| don't know how long we stayed like that. 


We fell back onto the couch, as we were, Steven on top of me, his head resting on my chest, no longer upset. 
The last of my tears had dried up too. But their wet spots still remained in my hair. Oh fucking well, | guess. | 
was so glad to hold him in my arms, there would be more time to make up for the time we could have spent 
together. This was a new beginning. His hand was on my shoulder, his fingers tapping contentedly. There was a 
warm, meaningful silence. | tried to focus on his fingers, on the beat they were drumming out. A drummer by 


birth, he was always drumming, always had a beat, and any beat to leave his body was incredible. | counted it 


out. And it hit me with a beautiful, touching thud 


My heartbeat. He was tapping out my heartbeat. | swallowed, trying not to cry, even if out of happiness this 
time. He nuzzled my chest, sighing happily. 


"Your heart feels warm to me, Axl" | heard him say. | closed my eyes. And | thought | felt a chip of ice break 
off in my heart. 


The rain stopped. 


Thief of Hearts Part | 


Author's Notes: 
Part | of 2! | had to split this chapter due to length. | apologize. Thanks to those who helped me with this onel 


(And Part 2 is comingllll) *fingers crossed* | am making a leap of faith here.. 


"Izzy." | stopped in the open doorway to his room. It was dark in there, the curtains were drawn on the ugly, 
gray day. The clouds looked like they might burst any second. There he was on his bed, in a dark red button- 
up and black jeans, all dressed up and no place to go. Mr. Black-Haired Gypsy hiding under his leather hat. | 
actually liked that hat. It added to his air of mystery, my hat just made my head look taller. He was smoking a 
cigarette, the gray-blue smoke shimmered in the dim light coming in through the curtains. God, nothing ever 


bothered that son of a bitch. He looked in my direction. 


"Yo." Was all he said. Slowly. Like molasses dripping off his damn tongue. How the hell was he so relaxed all the 
time? Didn't this guy every freak out about anything? Seriously. Backstage before a show, while we were 
jumping and down, nervous and excited, he was sitting in a corner, silent, dragging on a cigarette and kissing the 
sky, like Jimi Hendrix would say. In a bar, he would quietly chat up the ladies, hooking them with his cool charm. 
Even when he was getting laid, he never screamed! That was kinda weird. No, who was | kidding, that was some 
messed up shit right there. He was just so cool and laid-back all the time.. with his dyed-black hair and his 
cool brownish-gray eyes looking at the world and letting it all just wash over him like a hot shower.. wow, | 


wish | could be like that. He just continued to stare at me. 


"What's up, Slash? Did you need something, man?" Izzy asked, surveying me from across his room. | snapped 
out of my haze, my heart skipping a beat as | came crashing down to earth. Hell, | was on a mission! And this 


little thief here-No, he wasn't going to get away with it! 


"Uh-yes! Yes | do! Izzy, where are my marshmallows?" | demanded, my hands on my hips. He blinked. That was 
the only sign he gave that he heard what | said. And my words came back to me.. | sounded like a first grader 
who had lost his crayons! What was the matter with me? | was a 20-year-old guy, a wanna-be rocker no 


less! And here | was griping over my missing marshmallows! Was | a man or a boy?! 


But, marshmallows were so good.. they were light and fluffy and sweet and sugary, and filled with cavity- 


inducing goodness.. and | loved them.. 


"Uh, your marshmallows?" He blew out his smoke, and returned to observing the ceiling, as if he were trying 
to see if it had changed since he last saw it. | watched his perfectly shaped lips form around his mouth like he 


was musing over something he wanted to share, but wouldn't. "Huh. Haven't seen them, man. Sorry." 


"A likely story!" | yelled, pointing a finger at him. | must have startled him, because he almost dropped his 
cigarette onto his crotch. That would have been bad. But | could've kissed the burn, made it better, cooled it, 


sucked the ash off-- 


Dirty thoughts, dirty thoughts in my head about Izzy! Good God, there really was something wrong with mel 


Stay focused, Slash, stay focused, your marshmallows are on the line! | mean, sure, Izzy was hot and all, but-- 


"Geez, Slash, you don't have to yell. 'm not deaf" said Izzy with a slight twinge of irritability and pain, rubbing 
his ears lightly. He put out his cigarette on the window sill casually, as if he thought nothing of it, and sat on 
the edge of his bed "Why don't you ask Steven or Duff where they are? Maybe they saw them?" 


"| already did, they said they hadn't." | countered, folding my arms over my chest. Now that he was completely 
facing me, | could get a better look at him. His shirt was half-buttoned, revealing the slender, willowy chest 
underneath it: not a hair was to be seen | liked that about him. Guys that were so hairy, like fucking apes, 
turned me off. All that hair, it just felt so uncomfortable against my skin, y'know? Like, | could never sleep 
shirtless with Steven, and he was my best friend. 


His legs were so skinny, but they fit him so well. He was so perfectly proportioned that it made me sick. Hie 
eyes met mine, as if he was fascinated by what he saw, only his face didn't show it. His face was a blank 
canvas. And though | really liked that about him, | wanted a reaction out of him now. | knew he had eaten my 
marshmallows. | wanted him to reveal he'd done it! Who else could it have been? Plus, he was the last one in 


the kitchen, and | knew that for a fact. Getting a snack Eating MY marshmallows! 


"Besides," | said, moving into the room now. "None of them are here, and you were the last one in the kitchen. | 


saw you in there." Ha. | had him now. But he just raised an eyebrow. God, that made him look even hotter. 


"Yeah. | was making lunch. What little lunch we had in there to start with. By the way, it's your turn to go 
grocery shopping." Izzy said. | looked at him doubtfully. He sighed, brushing his sleek hair out of his face. That 
was an almost musical sound. Like a wave hitting the shore. "If you really don't believe me, why don't you just 


kiss me? If | had eaten them, I'd taste like them, wouldn't |?" 


THUMP. That was the sound of my heart stopping. Everything, the world, stood still. Uh, what? What the hell 


did the ever-so-passive Izzy Stradlin just say? Was my hearing correct? 


"Uh..what?" | managed, trying not to stammer, praying to whatever powers existed that my face wasn't going 
red. "lzzy-what the hell did you just say?" | needed to hear him say it again. Maybe my mind was playing some 
kind of God-awful trick on me. 


"You heard me." Izzy was right in front of me now. His smooth, surprisingly gentle hands came up to either 
side of my face and caressed it slowly. "Kiss me." | could feel his soft breathing on my face. It smelled of 
nicotine, and it was warmer than the fresh sunlight we wouldn't be seeing much of today. The rain really 


started pounding on the roof now.. and so did my heart. 


Before | could even question the gravity of the situation | was in, we were locked in a tight embrace, my 


mouth crushed against his, our lips meeting a in haze of passion Was this real? Was it happening? Izzy, the 


one who made my stomach all funny, who was so cool and collected no matter what came his way, was now 
kissing me. His fingers ran through my tight curls, playing, exploring. He tasted like nicotine, with a bitter finish 
at the end. But | liked the taste. | was so lost in the dancing and swirling of his tongue, | almost forgot to see 
whether he did taste of marshmallows. But he didn't have that sugaryress. | didn't care. | kept kissing him. He 
didn't pull away for a long time. 


| gasped for air, like a fish out of water. He merely breathed a little heavier than he would've normally. His 
shoulders moved up and down visibly. We watched each other. | took in the way his eyelashes would curl up 
every time he blinked. | was so close to him that | could see his pounding heart against his shirt. He saw my 
eyes, and he smiled. 


"You're a great kisser. You've got my heart going all crazy." Izzy said, showing his white, even teeth in his 
fucking beautiful smile. He took my hand and pressed it to his heart. It was beating fast and hard against my 


palm. | stared, hoping my nervousness wasn't as obvious. 


'|---" | Tried. But no words would come out. The jig was up. My face flushed with a red heat, like someone had 
poured hot sauce in my mouth. There was no hiding that. His soft hand was still on mine. | liked the touch of 


his hand against mine. It was warm too. 


"Yes, Slash?" Izzy hadn't moved; we were only a few inches apart. He was surveying me, a rosy red blush 


delicately gracing his smooth face. Whoa Now the imperturbable Izzy was blushing?! Was the world ending? 


'Izzy-I--lve liked for you a long time!" | gushed, as if my mouth couldn't contain it anymore. My eyes widened 
in horror at what | just said. Oh shit! | was screwed now! Izzy's eyes widened too, and now a true expression 
filled his face: surprise. | had never seen him make a face like that before. He took a step back, taking my hand 


with him, still under his, both still on his chest. 


"You-you have?" Izzy asked in a soft voice, a voice | had never heard him use before. | nodded furiously, my 
curls bouncing everywhere. Suddenly, it was like a huge weight had been lifted off of my shoulders. | could 
breathe again. But my heart was still jumping, and my stomach was fluttering. | had to know: how did he 
feel..about me? 


‘Oh, God." were the first words out of his mouth. He stared at me, his mouth slightly open. As if he were 


seeing me for the first time ever right now. 


"I've liked you since | joined the band, | never wanted to tell you, because | thought you'd reject me. | thought 
you'd be freaked out by some fucking weirdo like me who had a hard-on for youl" | swallowed thickly, trying to 
hold back the tears that were steadily making their way into my eyes. No. Not in front of him. | wouldn't cry. 
Izzy watched. And watched. And he breathed out deeply. The hand that was on top of mine clutched it tightly 


against himself. 


"l-I like you too, Slash. A lot." | heard Izzy mumble. His face looked like a glowing tomato! What? Did he just say 
he felt the same way for me? This was too fucking good to be true. | had to be dreaming, this couldn't be 


real, no way! | was probably passed out drunk in the backseat of Duff's car. 
"You-you do?" 


"Well, yeah. You mean you never noticed?" | shook my head frantically. He sighed, and laughed a little. "Well, | 

have. You're so cool and awesome. Your hair, your talent, your personality.. | wish | could get so passionate like 
you do. All! can do is play guitar and smoke. You have this burning fire to you. | liked that. | still do." Izzy said, 
moving back in to me, coming in close to my mouth for another kiss. | return it, thoroughly enjoying his taste 
and the feel of the tissues inside his mouth. | took off his hat and ran my hand through the silky, but slightly 
greasy strands of his hair, feeling each strand gently. A low, simmering fire was beginning deep in my belly. No 
chick had ever made me feel like this. Not even Selina, the Sex Machine, who worked the late shift at Spanky's. 


| deepened the kiss. | wanted more. More of him. 
"Sl-slash." Izzy stammered, breaking away. | looked at him. He was blushing furiously. 


"What? What's up?" | asked. He grabbed my hand purposefully and dragged it down his heaving chest, over his 
smooth stomach and down across his black jeans. | could feel a definite bulge in the derim that | know wasn't 
there before. | looked We both stared at his hard-on, and he bit his lip, trying not to laugh. His embarrassed 
face was the cutest thing l'd ever fucking seen Izzy breathed, his eyes burning with lust and want, even 
though his face clearly showed that he wanted to melt through the floor and never been seen again 


‘Izzy, it's ok, dude. It's nothing to be ashamed of" | whispered in his ear, pressing his crotch against mine, my 
arm wrapping around his waist. And just like that, my own crotch sprang to life, hot and ready. He gasped, 
clearly that little contact had sparked something in him. | couldn't help but smirk; | liked it. 


‘Izzy? | want you." | reaffirmed, taking his hand and guiding it to my throbbing erection. | moaned with pleasure. 
God, how was it so easy for him to make me feel so hot? His eyes wide, he gaped. 
"You do?" 


"Hey, my dick doesn't lie, does it?" | grinned. He laughed. | pulled him closer. My fingers fumbling with the 
buttons of his shirt---it slipped off like silk He was on the bed, under me, my hands running smoothly 
through his hair. The tips of our noses touched. | could feel his warm breath on me as he exhaled. 


"Do you trust me?" | asked him. He stared at me. No words for a moment. Then-he nodded. And my face lit up 
like the fucking morning sun. But the rain overhead was still hammering on the roof, begging to be let in. But 


we were about to drown it out. 


"lIl make you feel good" | said softly. And | intended to do just that. 


